



:il I 


I:!'.- ";>;■ 


.,Y'‘ 


i| '■ 

-.L i-"/ . 


Lomhahour^s<kHc 

AgiltNutmeggei 
Ber, A Lemmon, 

Zo». Stuckc with Clones. 

NocIoucb. 

Brag. The Armifotent Afars of Laitnccs the almighty' 
GaueHeBeragiftytheheireoflUton', ^ 

<iA manfo hreathedythat certaine he would fight: jea 
From morne tiU nighty out ofhisF amllnn. 

I am that Flower. 

Bum, That Mint, 

Lonffa That Cullambinc, ^ 

Brag. Sweet Lord Longanillyttmc thy tongue, 

I mull rather glue It the rcine: for itmnsagainftHf^?(,. 
Bum, I, and HeBor's a Grey-hound. * 

Brag The fweet War-man is dead and rotten 
Sweet chuckes,beat not the bonesof the buried : * 

Jjut 1 Will forward with ray deui ce ; 

SwcetRpyaltie beftowonmcthefencc of hearing, 

* Ferewne fiefs forth, 

Speake braue Heaor, we arc much delighted. 

Brag. I doe adore thy fweet Graces flipper. ^ 

Boy, Louesherbythefbot. " 

Bum. Hemaynatbytheyard. 

Brag. This HeaerfarrefurmomtedHannihaU, 

r'l r? ti — 'B'hefartieis gone. 

Heaery (hcisgoac; flic istwo raoncths oahet 

Brag. What mcaneft thou? 

Wen^Tls honeft Troyan,thepeorc 

, ajrcady :tis ‘ child brags in her belly 

me among Potentates ? 

quickebvli^ln*^ whipt for lai^uenetta^iUi 

'Bum M /^tfW!?pej',thacisdeadby hiiD. 

tlish'ugc!*^^^- ; Tmfey 

Bti 


toues Labour sloji, 

bloodin’sbcUy.thenw.ll fup 

i"bya= lword = 5p«y youkc m= borrow rrry 

»;S^Roomc for the incenfed Worthies. 
Silcdoeitinmyftiirt. 

JtS wreaSogL*. corrrba.:wh« nr«« you? 

j"^!°a:StMS* So't^^^ paidorr rtte.I will not cotrr . 

'’‘®r&.y nordmeit, 

5r<?ir« Sweet blood?, 1 both may, and w 

Be^, What reafon haue you ^orej 

Brae.' The naked truth of it is, I haueno fliirt, 

M itrec wherr. He befwotnehe wore r|Oi>«.b“ » *W““‘ °l 

artdthathewearesncstbrsbMrt fotjiouao . 

Enter a Mefiengery^JMomfter Marcade, 

£ WtomrS"bu. rhar rhou ir.r«r»p«a our 

”‘S‘ri amfor.i.M.drrrr.(brrlrer.cw«.Ibtir.t i. h«uy ; 

in my tongue. The King your father. 

Dead for my life. 

Euenfo: My taieistold. ^ , j 

Ber. Worthies away, ths Scene begins to cloua. ■ 

Brae. For mineownepart.Ibreathftecbreathil haucicejie 

the day of wrong, through the little bole of diicreiion, and 1 
will right my felfclikeaSouldicr. Exu»tfVorthies. 

jFC#>, H jw fare’s your Maicftfc? ^ , 
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